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The gold tree is blue. 

The singer has pulled his cloak over his head. 

The moon is in the folds of the cloak. 



THE CURTAINS IN THE HOUSE OF THE METAPHYSICIAN 

It comes about that the drifting of these curtains 

Is full of long motions; as the ponderous 

Deflations of distance; or as clouds 

Inseparable from their afternoons; 

Or the changing of light, the dropping 

Of the silence, wide sleep and solitude 

Of night, in which all motion 

Is beyond us, as the firmament, 

Up-rising and down-falling, bares 

The last largeness, bold to see. 



THE PLACE OF THE SOLITAIRES 

Let the place of the solitaires 

Be a place of perpetual undulation. 

Whether it be in mid-sea 

On the dark, green water-wheel, 

Or on the beaches, 

There must be no cessation 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Of motion, or of the noise of motion, 
The renewal of noise 
And manifold continuation; 

And, most, of the motion of thought 
And its restless iteration, 

In the place of the solitaires, 

Which is to be a place of perpetual undulation. 



THE PALTRY NUDE STARTS ON A SPRING VOYAGE 

But not on a shell, she starts, 
Archaic, for the sea. 
But on the first-found weed 
She scuds the glitters, 
Noiselessly, like one more wave. 

She too is discontent 

And would have purple stuff upon her arms, 

Tired of the salty harbors, 

Eager for the brine and bellowing 

Of the high interiors of the sea. 

The wind speeds her, 

Blowing upon her hands 

And watery back. 

She touches the clouds, where she goes, 

In the circle of her traverse of the sea. 
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